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laire. This man,, too, ran a one-man shop,
and was a very talkative fellow. " Le regime
du fainlantisme " (the reign of laziness), he
called it, and he was not sorry this was over
now. It was a severe lesson that had been
administered to France, but they had de-
served it. Had not the workers thought they
could run the show, and the owner had
nothing to say any more in his own house?
And wasn't it the same thing with the State?
That thing had got to be changed. Now
the owner would be the master again, and
so would the State, and the workers would
have to work. . . .
Well roared, master barber! This exactly
is the meaning of any new regime like the
French. The boss should be boss again.
The current ran deep. It swept to the
surface odd kinds of reactions and resent-
ments. It brought up the residue : in-
digested bits of German propaganda and the
dregs of reactionary agitation. The shock
had been terrible. It made France giddy.
She abandoned herself to a wave of loose
sentiment and despair. And out of all this
there arose the cry: " A new order! "
The people of France did not really know
what that meant. They did not really know
what they wanted. They did not even